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When I was twelve, I learned the rites
of womanhood would ruin white.
White panties, white shorts,
a white dress.
Wine spilled as we put the glasses
to our lips for the first time
as man and wife. A crimson blush
spread along my pure pale gown.
That night our wet pleasure
stained white satin and lace.
Our son slowly pushed
his head of curly black hair through
flesh, sweat and blood.
Every moon since, I am reminded
of my body’s gift.
I remember the white dress and 
how it feels to make love,
to come, to give birth.
Life is too messy for white.
So, take me in green, take me in blue
take me in orange like the leaves in the fall.
Take all of me, or
don’t take me at all.
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